| AM GHOSTLY HUNTED 


A swarm of white ghouls penetrated Ryans stomach. 
After screaming in agony, he yanks them out, grabs a shotgun from his back waist 
and splatters their ashes onto the ground. 


When a moment of silence incurred, Ryan dropped the gun and passed out on to the 
floor. 


Five hours uncomfortably pass. Waking up to a blurry vision of a man in feather- 
wear. 


Did you face the ghosts Mr. Ryan? Well, | tried to blow their, fucking, heads off? 
With...what, exactly? More importantly...how?! Umm.....who are you? 

Ah fuck it, okay, sorry, let me introduce myself. 

My name Kachoka. | am a Native American shaman warrior. 

I'm not exactly dead, persae, my soul is just in limbo. 

Ah, great, so I'm still in North America... 

You still have more ghosts to exterminate so that | can fully pass on... 

Fuck you old man, | just woke up! Well, at least take this talisman here and 
start chanting the mantra carved on the back...I'm not a fucking singer, 


ain't going to happen! 


